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Glasgow’s new Courthouse holds 2,000 in ° 
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CLYDESIDER 


Sloane’s 
Rangers 


ANDREW SLOAN is not a man who 
courts publicity. Unlike his 
predecessor as Chief Constable of 
Strathclyde, Patrick Hammill, he does 
not hit the headlines. But our civil 
liberties are threatened all the more 
by his stealthy, insidious approach. 


His first act on taking up his post 
was certainly ‘high profile’: a semi- 
military operation against the peace 
protestors at Faslane. Those arrested 
were dispersed to stations all over the 
city, and men and women were strip 
searched in the most degrading 
circumstances. Even the hacks of the 
local press felt obliged to comment 
on that sordid piece of thuggery. 
Since then Chief Constable Sloan has 
changed his tactics. 


POWER 


He’s been busy consolidating his 
power base in the new ‘juggernaut’ 
Police H.Q. in Pitt Street - a building 
whose intimidating architecture set 
the style for the monstrosities of the 
Ministry of Defence at Anderston 
Cross and the new Sheriff Court. 


Part of his master plan is a system 
for total surveillance - a netowork of 
| interlinking cameras with zoom and 
F video facilities. They already cover all 
| the major roads in a huge area from 
Hamilton to Paisley, the entire city 
| centre and an increasing number of 
outlying areas. 


It’s a system that, if required, could 
pinpoint and monitor any act of 
dissent, from a single leaflet 
distributor to a mass demonstration. 
Many will have noticed how these 
‘traffic control’ cameras point into 
George Square during political 
marches and meetings. 


Mr. Sloan and his thoroughly 
modern police force urgently needs 
to be challened before their 
technology renders our right to 
protest obsolete. 


THE RAINBOW CAMPAIGN TO STOP TRIDENT 


THE GREEN ACTION 
NAGASAKI DAY - AUGUST 9th-16th 


TAKE BACK THE LAND 
A NON-VIOLENT OCCUPATION OF THE 
TRIDENT SITE AT COULPORT 
Contact: Faslane Peace Camp, Dunbartonshire, 
Scotland. Tel: (0436) 820901 


Printed & Published by Clydesider, 
Box 14, 340 West Princes St., Glasgow. 


HOMES 


“WE KNEW NOTHING”. That was the 
answer a local member of the ‘ruling’ Labour 
council gave when informed of the sinister 
implications of the new Sheriff Court. 

This Bastille on the banks of the Clyde is part 
of the Government’s contingency plans: it can 
process and hold up to 2,000 people a day in 
times of civil disorder. The shape of things to 
come was hinted at during the miners’ strike, 
with the mass arrests at Hunterston and Stepps. 
Then the judiciary was sorely stretched to cope 
with this new style of law enforcement. 

But now they have a fully fledged regime to 
cope with the coming upheavals. And come 
THEY MUST in a society that builds 
monstrositites like this while there are 200,000 


FROM 
BELLSHILL 
TO 
BARCELONA 


NOT 
JAILS 


unemployed in Strathclyde, in a society that 
plans to spend millions on the ‘road to nowhere’ 
for the Glenfruin Trident missiles when there are 
2,000 officially homeless in Glasgow. 

Scotland already has the highest amount of 
prisoners per head of population in Europe, 
with the exception of Northern Ireland. It has a 
vast arsenal of repression that includes 13 
prisons, 6 Young Offenders’ Institutions, and 
sundry other institutions including the 
notorious ‘death camp’ at Glenochil. | 

The building of more and more jails for those 
driven to desparate acts by poverty and misery is 
a pure nonsense. FAR BETTER WE TEAR 
THEM ALL DOWN AND BEGIN TO BUILD A 
SOCIETY THAT PUTS PEOPLE FIRST. 


ETHEL MACDONALD was 29 when she went 
Spain fifty years ago. The Spanish Civil War had ju 
begun. But within the Civil War there was also 
monumental social revolution - possibly the most f 
reaching the world has ever seen, with worke 
taking over the fields and factories and running the 
collectively. 

Then, as now, it was against the interests of # 
State powers - capitalist, socialist or fascist - to revea 
the real issues at stake. The beleaguered Spanist 
workers’ movement, with the  million-stror 
anarcho-syndicalist CNT at the helm, issued a cé 
for solidarity. 

From Glasgow two remarkable women - Eth 
MacDonald.and Jenny Patrick - responded. Ii 
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TURNKEY FOR A DAY 


HOW WOULD YOU fancy a giro for £10,000 


dropping through your letterbox every morning? 


| 


That’s the equivalent of what Britain’s biggest 
scrounger, Elizabeth Windsor, gets every day of the 
year. No wonder they talk about Her Majesty’s 
Pleasure! All that cash for having the occasional dinner 
with the odd fascist statesman, for inaugurating the 
occasional new repressive State institution. 

This time she’s in the Southside to do the honours at 
the new Sheriff Court. The last time she was in the 
Gorbals, on the 6th July 1972, she accompanied the 
usual fawning Labour Party toads in declaring the flats 
at Pine Place ‘officially open’. Maybe she’ll pop round 
the corner this time and declare Glasgow’s biggest 
disaster area ‘officially closed’. 

We live in hope that Europe’s biggest courthouse has 
as short a lifespan as the Hutchesontown flats, and just 
as fast becomes derelict and uninhabited. 


Barcelona they participated fully with Ethel 
broadcasting worldwide for the Anarchist radio 
station. 

But the revolution was being drowned in blood. In 
the frontline the nazi-aided Franco was engaged in 
mass execution and ruthless military action; and in 
the rearguard Stalin’s secret police, the GPU, were 
using torture methods inherited from the 
Inquisition, including the flaying alive of Socialist 
and Anarchist opponents. 

Ethel MacDonald was among those arrested and 
imprisoned in Barcelona. On her eventual release in 
November 1937 she returned home to a heroine’s 
welcome, She told the crowds at Queen Street 
station: “I have witnessed scenes and events that 


“So you want tranferred froma 3 apartment in Castlemilk to a 126 bedroom castle in Balmoral...” 


belong to the French Revolution”’. 

For the next twenty years she was to work with her 
comrade Guy Aldred at the Strickland Press: in 
George Street - a non-profit making Anarchist 
printshop. In the late 1950s she collapsed by her 
machine and died after a long illness. 

But her memory lives on through the collection of 
posters, papers and leaflets from Spain that she 
donated to the people of Glasgow. 

The Mitchell Library is holding an exhibition of 
from the Ethel MacDonald Collection from the 17th 
of July until the Ist of October. We urge you to pay a 
visit to find out more about this fascinating piece of 
submerged history. 


Farquhar 
McLay 


LET US DWELL for a moment on _ the 
capriciousness of the public mind and the terrible 
reversals in fortune which can befall great celebrities 
and heroes of the people. Like Jimmy Reid. I 
dropped his name in a bar some while ago and it 
called forth such a barrage of fecal effluent that 
Princess Anne herself might have raised an eyebrow. 
Scumbag, twister, blowhard, bully, hooligan and 
turncoat - to list just a few of the more decorous 
epithets. I was taken aback, I can tell you. Not so 
much by the effluent aimed at Reid as by the fact that 
it was coming from these people - people for whom, it 
seemed only yesterday, the man was a hero, a fearless 
champion of working class rights. Perhaps, I mused, 
my companions had misheard. Could it be they took 
me to say Kinnock or Jenkins or any number of trade 
union leaders who surely merit these descriptions? 
But at a second try, this time in the clearest of clear 
enunciations, the response, if anything, was even 
more lavatorial than before. 

As any sedulous reader of the Anarchist press will 
know, I have been highlighting Reid’s deficiencies 
for a number of years now, ever since the UCS work- 
in, as a matter of fact. For a brief moment I actually 
harboured the vain, foolish thought that it may have 
been something I had written which had changed 
their minds about Reid. Alas, no. The colossus of the 
Left was now a tawdry bit of gimcrack plaster, the 
giant was now a midget, not by my doing but by his 
own. 

It all stemmed, I soon realised, from that infamous 
Channel 4 broadcast he made at the height of the 
miners’ strike. His masters called his name and he 
stepped up and did their dirty work with infinite 
relish. He mounted at excruciating length a vicious 
attack upon the striking miners, using his supposed 
Leftist purity as a grapnel to pull the rug from under 
Scargill and leave the embattled miners to the tender 
mercies of Thatcher and MacGregor. That night he 
showed us all where his true loyalties lay - and for all 
these decent moderate Labour Party members, a 
hero had bitten the dust. 

That is the way it is with heroes. Little people may 
say what they like but the voice will be drowned in 
the thunderings of the hero. Only the hero himself 
can undo the hero. Or time, of course. Time exposes 
most heroes as pathetic frauds, and-goes on to select 
its own heroes, usually from among the ogre’s 
victims - from among the crushed and damned and 
failed of the earth. 


* * * * 


ONCE UPON A time Glasgow had a population of 
well over a million and although things were bad by 
present-day standards we had the consolation of 
being known throughout the entire world as the 
Second City of the Empire, which was pretty good 
going for a sump and sewer of a little town like ours. 
Also and forbye we were a capital - yes: the TB 
capital of the western hemisphere. Think about that - 
and running strong with malnutrition and rickets 
and chronic alcoholism gaining in strength. The 
more things change the more they stay the same: no 
truer word ever spoken. Thanks to advances on all 
fronts we are still tops in heart disease and cancer. 
Think about it. 

Incidentally I hope no evil-minded bastard is 
trying to suggest that the mass radiological campaign 
of the Fifties, which stamped out TB for good and all 
except for the odd malingerer here and there trying to 
hold onto their disability pension, has any 
connection whatsoever with the massive rise in the 
present-day incidence of cancer in the city. 

And radiation levels are normally high this time of 
year. No risk I do assure you. You can drink as much 
as you like. You can even douche in it if you like. It 
might even be good for you: like from a spa, that kind 
of thing. Thank you for calling. Bye. (Last week I was 
on the broo like everybody else. Now I’m 
telephonist/expert bio-physicist). There’s something 
special about Glasgow, isn’t there? 


THE NEW JAIL IN CARLTON 
PLACE, GLASGOW 


Believe me this Glasgow’s a wonderful town 

with all the ‘improvements’ that’s going around, 
there’s cafes and pubs that are open all day 

but, my God, they don’t half make a hole in your pay; 
Glasgow’s Miles Better, the smart guys declare! 

Tell that to the poor on a bench in the Square! 

But take caution, my friend, or you'll end up inside 
the new polis jail on the banks of the Clyde. 


There’s thousands o’ workless just roamin’ the street, 
and sickness and want you'll everywhere meet, 

they’re closing down schools and hospital wards 

and with Fowler’s cuts coming, there’s more on the cards; 
the big shots in London pretend they’re too poor 

but for their own ends, there’s millions for sure, 

bombs and destruction and great follies beside 

like the new polis jail on the banks of the Clyde. 


It’s ugly, it’s squat, just a horrid eye-sore, 

a squalid grim fort and a blot on the shore, 

they tell me they built it to scare folk from crime, 

but yarns of that sort sure they spread all the time; 
but my hunch is a bunker for men of the Bar, 

for Judges and Lawyers a shelter from War! 

May Fate on that day damn their pomp and their pride, 
and the blast the new jail on the banks of the Clyde! 


One day for certain the Truth will come out 
and tell us for certain how that jail came about - 

when they try burst the Unions, jail strikers and picket 
all those who won't play their nice game of cricket, 
peace-marchers, protestors and folk of back-bone 

who against tanks might dare raise a stone; 
that Day when the people at last will preside 
despite your new jail on the banks of the Clyde. 


